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depth. It was like a mounting wave of palpable crreenness ir.to
which, if you began to walk, your feet would sink dov.n.
"My idea is," said John at length. v>hen Sam had risen ;i:
from his search for mosses on the underside of the prostrate tre;\
"my idea is to have the regular Fair down here, on this level
ground. But the Miracle Play, or whatever you like to call it. I
want to have on the slope of the hill, with that Tower as my
background. Do you catch my idea?"
"Let's sit down a second," said Sam. taking his seat on the
fallen tree.
' "What I want to do," said John, looking around him, "is to try
and realise this place with a crowd of people moving about, and
booths and tents and bands and so on. I can't imagine it! But,
after all, when you cross any ordinary fair-field at this time of
the year, it's impossible to see it as it is when it's crowded with
people."
He seated himself by Sam's side as he spoke and Mr. Evans
sat down, too. The position of the three men when thus seated was
as follows: John wras nearest the Tor; that is to say, southward of
the others; Mr. Evans w^as nearest Chalice Hill; that is to say,
northward of the others; while Sam had the middle place, oppo-
site that spot in the horizon where the gap called Havyatt breaks
the ancient line of trenches, thrown up to repel the Danes.
Mr. Evans sat starkly upright on their log. His black overcoat
hung about his thin knees like a priest's cassock. His black bowler
hat was pulled so low down over his forehead as to resemble the
hat of a Jewish comedian on a music-hall stage. He leaned for-
ward on a nondescript cane, picked up anywhere, but he bent his
head over his folded hands as if he had been a chieftain out of
Ossian's poetry, brooding over some irrevocable doom.
Sam wore a very rough, thick, Norfolk jacket. His knicker-
bockers were stained, worn threadbare, very faded, his wroolen
stockings were slipping down, and as they slipped they no longer
concealed his heavy woolen drawers. Sam's cap had been pushed
back off his forehead, and his wrinkled, animal physiognomy
scowled forth in a puzzled and nonplussed protest at a world that
contained both good and evil to a degree beyond the fathoming of
his simple spirit.